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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And the people that pass — slowly — hurriedly — 
With a half-caught gest through the pages of books. 

I am tired of the winds that hasten by, 

And of the little waves that skip and never once look back, 

And of stars coming and going. 

Fleeting glimpses — 

Hands fluttering past like autumn leaves. . . . 

I am tired of roads. 

I am tired of the going — the going; 

And I am tired of passing people. 



HILL SPEECH 

I listened to the hills as they spoke 
At nightfall. 

I listened to the haughty calm flowing of line speech. 

And to vehement words 

Jagged and bitten into the sky face. 

I saw hieroglyphs scrawled on a pale wall of sky 

With fingers of granite. 

There was motion gripping the masses 

Urging and waving 

Onward. 

I heard cadences of hill speech 
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Falling and rising 

Softly, 

With soothing interference. 

And there was one standing alone on the smoldering 

horizon, 
Standing aloof and detached 
Always; 

Saying "I" and "I" and "I," 
Answering "No" and "No" and "No" — 
Always — 

To the biting words and to the flowing line speech, 
And to the hieroglyphs scrawled with fingers of granite. 

There was one 

Saying "No" 

To the dull gray abysses 

Of sky and of sea — 

Saying "No" 

To the masses. . . . 
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